Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
So he rode north, a still frail figure, with face as brown
as an Arab's from the Egyptian suns, and eyes somber
and brooding when they did not have to smile at the citi-
zens crowding around his carriage.
Josephine, when she got the word, was instructing the
gay guests of the Luxembourg Palace in the new game
of creps which she had introduced from the tropics. She
was casting dice; but when she impulsively decided to
drive down and meet her husband, her fortune deserted
her. Unlucky Josephine! She took the wrong road.